0f the corner of my eye I saw the girl shrag her shoulders
helplessly; a fraction of a second later the words were
out of my mouth.

'Chantage is the word you want/

They all looked at me.

Thanks/ said the girl.

An eager light came into her brother's eye.

'Do you speak French as well as English?'

'Yes.'

Then/ he said grimly, 'do you mind telling fatso here
on our left that gangster is spelt with a small "g" in
America, and they're not represented in Congress. At
least, not openly. You might add, too, while you're about
it, that all our food doesn't come out of cans, and that
we don't all live in the Empire State Building.'

'Certainly.'

The girl smiled.

'My brother's not serious.'

'Aren't I, by heaven! He's an international menace.
Someone ought to tell him.'

The Vogels had been listening to this exchange with
bewildered smiles on their faces. I translated, as tactfully
as possible, into German. They rocked with laughter.
Between paroxysms, Herr Vogel explained that it was
impossible not to tease Americans. A party of garngstair!
The Empire State Building! There were fresh peals of
laughter. The Swiss were evidently not quite so naive as
they looked.

'What's the matter with him now?' demanded Skelton*

I explained. He grinned.

'You wouldn't think they had any guile in them, would
you?' he said, and leaned forward to get a better view
of the Vogels. 'What are they, Germans?5
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